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old man went on with his hysterical monologue in spite of the
fact that the Quirms had left the house and in spite of the fact
that no one was listening to him except Jenny Dearth and
Claudius.
Our friend himself found it difficult to listen with concen-
trated attention. He wished devoutly that Jenny, who was now
standing close by his side, would stop him, but the main stream
of his talk was still directed to Thuella's beautiful back and the
nape of her shining head, and it crossed Dud's consciousness
that it was not altogether disagreeable to the elder sister to listen
to this public exposure of the old man's grievances against the
younger.
There did seem to Dud something curiously shocking in the
lack of moral weight in Teucer Wye's hysterical wrath. That this
lack of moral weight coincided with a lack of physical weight
was of course only a heart-breaking accident, but it certainly
increased the ineffectualness of the man's pitiful emotion.
"Of course," thought Dud, "now he's got started he can't
stop, as happens with us all. I dare say he's burst out like this
many times before and talked to Thuella's back and Thuella's
sofas and mirrors. Oh, why doesn't the 'Horse-Head* stop
him ? I shall stop him myself in a second!"
The scene indeed grew steadily more unbearable as it went
on; and it soon became clear that Claudius was as much moved
as our friend, for he kept raising his hand and trying to inter-
ject a word. There was something ghastly about those womanish
bare feet and that whistling voice, and what Dud found almost
unbearable was the way the neatly-brushed fringe of hair on
the man's forehead was all tousled and ruffled under the great
night-cap. He looked like some disordered waxwork or marion-
ette that had been brought to life by a magician and was now
pouring forth all the high-pitched grievances of doll-life without
being able to touch any really comprehending human atten-
tion.
"Father! Dear Father!" Jenny Dearth kept crying: "Thu-
ella's not listening. Thuella doesn't care!" That the old man
should come and Uve with them in Friary Lane was what Claudius
now seemed imperatively advocating. "Oh, yes, Father dear/'
Jenny pleaded, "I'll work for you, I'll take care of you. Come to
Friary Lane and leave *TheT to her pictures."
"I've tried to please you," the wretched little man wailed

